- “THEBIG 
Whew STEAL” 


SHHH, MUGGSY..... 


DON'T WAKE THEM HEY! THERE'S SOME 


KIND OF WEIRD 
CRITTER ON THE 


I WONDER \- SOMETIMES: 
WHERE THEY \{ DEY HIDE THE 
JOOLRY IN THE 


SOME OTHER 
ANIMAL MUST 
HAVE GOTTEN IN! 
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THEY GOT REAL YEAH,PUGasy, NOPE NUTHIN’ 

CHEAP STUFF, NO JOOLS IN IN HERE! 

*“ MUGGSY/ THE ICE BOX! , 
pee 


LET'S GO ROB / THEY GAVE ME ALL 
SOMEPLACE THIS STUFF TO EAT... 
/ \_ te garra Help 
THEM! 


ELSE! 


HEY, ITAIN'TA ) 
TOTAL LOSS, 
Muqesy! 7 | 


(WHO's OUT )( BEAT IT i 
THERE? MuGa@sy! OUTTA MY WAY,” 
esas PUGGSY! 


WE'VE BEEN 

HAPPENED? ROBBED, FRED! 
< QUICK, LET’S CALL 
Soa THe Peay 


HUMP! HE'S $3: SOB: THEY’ VE 
SOME WATCH- KIDNAPED 
DOG! POOR DINO! 


HE'S PROBABLY HERE, DINO! 
HIDIN¢IN THE COME HERE, 
BUSHES, WILMA { DINO! 


MAYBE THEY DID \C SERGEANT, I WANT 
STEALDINO! BUT \ TO REPORT A 
FOR WHAT? KIONAPING! 


HEY, WHATCHA \ 


DOIN’ WITH THE 
DINOSAUR ON 


| FLINTSTONE, IF YA DON'T 
| PAY ONE HUNDRED ROcK 
le IN SMALL BILLS 

| YOU'LL NEVER SEE YOR 


zt 


/ PET AGAIN! 


I DON'T KNOW Y NO, HOLD IT! 
BUT I'LLGET ) WE DIDN'T GET 
RID OF HIM! MUCH DOUGH ON 
THIS CAPER... 
MAYBE WE 
SHOULD HOLD 


la, 
CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


MEANWHILE, AT THE HIDE-ourT,.. ® 


OH,NO! HE’S EATIN’ ALL OUR 
GOODIES.... AND I JUST 
SCRUBBED THE FLOOR! 


ITS ARANSOM 
NOTE! THEY'VE 
KIONAPED 


BUT FRED COULDN'T RAISE THE 


J HOPE FLINTSTONE PAYS UP | HUNOED..THREE DAYS PASSED... 
iy 


TODAY! I CAN'T STAND THIS BIG J 


ISE! 
ig oe Loe re e ‘ I TRIED BORRYIN’ 


FROM M@.SLATE! I 
CAN'T RAISE THE 
DOUGH/ 


WILMA! IT’s DINO,,) —_MMMPFF “HERE'S THE MONEY WE TOOK 
HE'S HOME! WAAF GAMMA! PLUS $11.25! IT'S WORTH IT To 
> ———| | GET RID OF THIS PEST...SIGNED 

4 MUGaSsy AND PLIGGsy?" 


FRED! SOMEONE 
SWIPED THAT PEACH 

PIE I WAS COOLING ON 
THE WINDOW SILL}! 


DINO'S STILL AT IT! 
IF HE KEEPS DIGGIN’ 
HE'S GONNA STRIIE 


THERE GOES 
THE PHONE 
AGAIN! PROBABLY 
MORE COMPLAINTS 
FROM THE 
NEIGHBORS! 


{ DINO! QUIT THAT! 
*SPLTTER:: SPLUT 
KOF = KOFF! 


FRED, WHERE 
ARE You ? 


<a" : Y DINO, HAVE You 
SEEN FRED? 


SOME DAY I’M GONNA LOOK AT YOU, FRED, YOU'RE A 
KILL THAT PEST! yo \( MESs! NOW CLEAN UP WHILE I 
ee |\@0 ANSWER THE TELEPHONE! 


LISTEN, DINO, YA GOTTA 
CUT THIS STUFF OUT! 
THE NEIGHBORS AKE 
GETTING MAD! 


IVE GOT TO 
FIND IT! 


WRIGHT, FLINT@TONE, XI DUNNO, 
WHERE’S O'MALLEY! I 


THATS WHAT I WAS \; 
TRYIN’ TO TELL YOU, 
O'MALLEY! 


WE GOT ANOTHER COMPLAINT 
ABOUT FLINTSTONE! THAT PET OF 
HIS IS WRECKIN’ THE NEIGHBORHOOD! 


UH... OFFICER, BACK 
UPA COUPLE FEET, 
WILL YUH? 


YOU CAN'T TELL 
A POLICEMAN 
WHAT TO Do, 
FLINTSTONE! 


THERE GOES THE 
O11! XXXX POLICE CAR! 


DINO JUST FLIPPED (YA MEANuw-15? \_| 
HIS LID, BARNEY!HE \ GOSH, FRED, T 
WENT NUTS‘!... NEVER THOUGHT 

I GUESS IGOTTA | YACOULD BESO 
PUT HIM OUTA 4 CROOL! 

HIS MISERY! 


: HE HAD IT 
STOOPID BARN: , \. ALL THE TIME! 
WHO'D BURY A | . 
TREASURE 
AROUND HERE? | 


YA KNOW WHAT IT \/ DON'T BE 
LOOKS LIKE, FRED? 
A TREASURE MAP! 


~, THAT WAS IT! DINO BURIED 

THE BONE...MADE A MAP WHERE HE 
HIDIT...THEN LOST THE MAP! THAT'S 
HOW COME HE DUG ALL THE HOLES. 
HE WAS LOOKIN’ FER TH’ MAP! , 


DUH, FRED? HE'S 
FOLLEYIN’ THE MAP! 


WE'RE UNABLE TO 
COMPLETE YOUR CALL... 
PLEASE SHLIT UP 
AND YELL AGAIN! 
TH. eats obra hg 4 


AHH,GOOD DAY, SIR, MY NAME IS 
PROFESSOR CONN. I CAN TEACH YOU 
HYPNOSIS IN A FEW MOMENTS OF 
YOUR SPARE TIME, suet. LOOK ME 
IN THE EYE AND.. 


TURN AROUND, 
PROFESSOR, THERE'S 
SOMETHING ON YOUR 
PANTs! 


a 


WHAT’ZE YOU LAUGHING \ 
AT YOU BLUE-BELLIED, 
BIG-BOTTOM BUFFOON 7 


[ WATCH IT, BRIGHT- 
EYES! KEEP 
WATCHING! 


YOU ARE IN.A DEEP SLEEP! WHEN I YoU WILL BE A 

SNAP MY FINGERS YOU WILL STUPID PERSON... 

AWAKEN,..YOU WILL NOT BEA NAMED FRED 
STUPID ANIMAL! FLINTSTONE! 


OH, BOY... + 
I'M FIRED 
FLINTSTONE! 


THERE'S MY OL’ PAL 
BARNEY RUBBLE! / 


FRED! DINO 
GETTING BROUGHT IN THE 
STUPIDER : 
THAN 


HEY, DUMMY, GIMME THAT 
PAPER AND GET OUTA M 


MMMFFT WOFFA SOMETIMES 
Wo FRED SAYS 
DINO TRYS 


GET UP FROM THAT 

CHAIR THIS MINUTE! 

JUST WHO DO YoL 
THINK YOU ARE? 


ID: HATE IT WHEN SHE I'LL HAVE TO” 
GETS LIKE THIS! TEACH THAT SPEND THE NIGHT. 
? CLUMSY CRITTER } IN DINO'S DOG- 
A LESSON! HOUSE AGAIN! 


FRED FLINTSTONE, 
WHAT HAVE YOU 
DONE TO POOR BITIN’ ME... 
BUT L DIDN'T 
MEAN TA HiT. 
HIM THAT 


GET HIM He's JUST BEING 
OFF ME, NORMAL, FRED,,.. 
WILMA! THAT'S THE WAY 


a LLyAcTs! 


GEE ,DINO, £ DIDN'T HE LOOKS 

MEAN TA HURT YA! DIFFERENT 
NOW. LIKE 
His OLD 


BENE -sresrecyr- 


WILMA! WHAT’S DINO 
WHINING ABOUT NOW? 


HE WANTS ONE WOULDN'T WHINE 
OF THE COOKIES 17 DIDNT WORK 
I’M MAKING! oWetl! 


. FOLLOW 
) Lt THE 
LEADER” 


HOPPY, THE 
SHOW-OFF! 


HA! ANY FooL WELL, YOU OUGHT TO BE 
CAN DO THAT! ABLE TO DO IT EASILY! 


YOU DID HALF oF \ 
IT, DINO] WAN 
TOTRY AGAIN? 


I KNEW I COULD DO ANYTHING i 


FORGET IT!....PLL~. f TLL BET } 
BET ICAN BEAT fYou CAN'T, HOPPY CAN DO... EXCEPT THAT, v| 


You INA, GAME OF \{ DINO! /! 
FOLLOW-THE- ee 
._ LEADER! 


5 H HEH! DINO AND Hoppy 
RE PLAYING FOLLOW-THE- 
LEADER AGAIN... 


WHY DOL ALWAYS LET ¥O¥ 
HOPPY GET ME INTO 
THESE THINGS! 4 


{ HERE, DINO, I Writ TEACH HIM 
AIN'T SORE J\ Not TOJUMP 


HONESTLY, FRED, EVERY TIME 
YOU PRACTICE YOUR LODGE 
CALL YOU SCARE THE 

NEIGHBORS TO DEATH! 


FORGET, THIS YEAR 
I GET TUH BE IN THE-& 
FRONT END! 


I BEEN PRACTICIN' RUBBLE! 

I CAN IMITATE AWATER BUFFALO 

BETTER THAN YOU! YM GONNA 
BE THE FRONT END! 


THERE'S A BIG CASH PRIZE FOR 
THE BEST LOOKIN’ WATER BUFFALO! 
JUST FOLLOW MY LEAD, RUBBLE, 

WE CAN'T GO WRONG! 


if YOU DON'T WALK INTO AN VJ 
OPEN MANHOLE LIKE YOU ; 
OID LAST YEAR, FRED! 


‘GET OFFA ME, 


FASTER, 
RUBBLE! 


FRED! 


IT LOOKS LIKE 
| RUBBLE AND FLINTSTONE ARE 
REALLY GETTING INTO THE 
SPIRIT OF THINGS! 


THE MEETING WAS THEN CALLED To ORDER 


GENTLEMEN, IT IS MY PRIVILEGE To 
PRESENT THIS YEARS AWARD FOR 
“ENTHUSIASTIC PARTICIPATION IN 


CLUB RITUALS TO BARNEY RUBBLE 
AND FRED FLINTSTONE! 


YEAH! AND I’D 
LIKE To GIVE THE 
TIPOFMINETO, J\ 

poem etl 
e \(/ 


, 


EDERGED) » THE MONGREL” 


THIS IS MY NEW PET, 
'THROCKMORTEN /... HE'S A 
THOROUGHBRED AND HES 
GOT A PEDIGREE! 


Va OINO'S JUST A SWEET, OKAY, DINO! 
GENTLE , LOVABLE, AFFECTIONATE, DON'T OVERDO IT! 
OLE MUTT! | 


There are still people who have the idea that a kid ix 
only a miniature adult. In fact, there was once a fad of 
dressing kids up in copies of adult clothing. The fact is 
that you can’t predict just how any kid will react ino 
given situation, | wos working that year in P.S.45. 
Twice a week, | had lunchroom assignment walking 
up and down the aisles to see things were going 
smoothly. | stopped at table six. 

Ellen had come to our school from the midwest. She 
was highly intelligent and liked to be by herself. From 
her luneh bag, she took out six small bars of chocolate. 

“You have six bars of candy,” said Marsha whe con- 
sidered herself rather mature and could get what she 
wanted + maybe. “If | asked you for two bars, how 
many would yeu have lett?” 

“Six bars of chocolate,” was the reply thet went 
right to the point, 


enone 


The Attack 


This particular story comes from Southeast Asia, If ir 
has any moral, then it is that kids are kids the world 
‘ever, In this village, the Minister of Education had 
come to speak to the students. 

“You must be very brave,” he began. "On Friday, 
‘we may have an enemy attack from the air. They will 
drop big bombs. Buildings will be destroyed. Homes 
will be set on fire. Our water supply will be blasted out 
. If you run, they will machine gun you 


I! brave children. You will know what te do, 
Any questions?” 
One small hand was raised in the air and the 
Minister of Education told the boy to rise and speak. 
“One thing | want to know, Honorable Minister of 
Education, “Will I get out of school? Will there be a 
school holiday?” 


The Boast 


Kids always like to boast about their parents and 
other relatives. When | was a kid, | would say, “My 
father can beat up your father any day. My uncle is 
richer than your uncle.” And in one form or another it 
still gows on. 

“My father is an inspector on the bus line,” said 
Mike. “He gives orders to 150 drivers, They got to 
listen to him.” 

“My uncle is principal of P,§, 45," added Tem. “He 
tells all the teachers what to do, They must doit. Orhe 
will bring them up on charges,” 

“You should meet my Uncle Phil,” said Ruth, “He 


has more than three thousand men under him.” 
“Is he a general?” asked Mike. 4 
“No,” was the reply. “He is a gardener in the 
cemetery.” 


eons 


The Last Word { 
“it is impossible for any man to have the last word 
when he and his wife differ,” said Jim tos f his 


friends. 

“Jim is right,” agreed Burt. “If you don’t give ys jour 
wife the last werd, it can keep up until the end of tthe 
world comes." 

“Net with me,” grinned Sam. “I am a Man! | 
always get the last word. In fact, | get the lost 
sentence, And she stops right there.” es ¥ 

“Tell us the secret,” pleaded Joe, “What sit you! 
your wife?” ; 

“Whatever you have told me to do, | shail do it, 
beloved wife,’ was the explanat! jon, t 


The Out - of - Towner 


ae ; 
One look at him and you could tell ia wasn’t ry 


citizen of this large city. He walked along 
with his head up watehing th 
rather disreputable man walked u; 
“From out ef town taking in he's sig 187 hy 
tioned. Bs 
“My first time here,” was the reply. 
“Look mister,” continued that character, 
broke. All | want is just a nickel for o cup of 
The out - of -towner looked around and then replied 
to that request. 
“You show me where | can get a cup of coffee | 
nickel, and you are my guest. We'll drink together 


Women are very sensitive about their 
especially when they pass a certain point in li 
say it’s past fifty. And they really de their best to lool 

Give them credit for that. The twew omen met 


a 

“Today is my thietieth birthd 
“Not exactly the same thing,” 

other woman, “This is the first th 


